in a dark cellar. Despite the efforts of Embassy offi-
cials to transfer them to safer quarters, they refused to
move, "My all is here, I cannot move," was the inevit-
able answer of tie Patriarch who refused to budge an
inch.
Any stray dogs that passed the open gates he would
entice in, until one of the guards was bitten in the
thigh by a mad collie, and dogs were barred,
Here, as everywhere else, political sympathies were
divided. Any discussions on these lines were "not
done", or to the dagoes (i.e* anyone of inferior nation-
ality, not British) taboo. Eagerly the inmates would
question the journalists on the progress of the war;
each one reacting in accordance with his or her per-
sonal views. The majority were united in a common
dislike of the journalists as being "favoured" and
"privileged". A private room allotted to the Press,
their late hours and non-attendance for official meals
gave rise to this.
When the rebellion broke out, Sir Esmond Chilton
and most of the ambassadors of the Great Powers,
were "summering" at San Sebastian* With few excep-
tions they all crossed the frontier for Headaye, and
there remained. In the place of Sir Esmond, plump
old Etonian Ogilvie Forbes was sent to Madrid, with
him as assistant father to the extraordinary flock was
Mr. C Scott
To say that sex was "not done*5 would be an over